





Trot! Trot! Trot!!! 
with acti%ri shoes 
round the clock. 
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q Of all created things, the loveliest 
7 Vol. V, No. L ‘And most divine are children, 
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Dear children, 

‘When I was twelve years old, a lively kitten wandered into the 
backyard of our house. I think he must have liked me, because the 
moment he saw me he cireled my legs, brushing his soft fur against them 
and kept me company for several years from then on. 

He was a grey chap with black stripes, and I named him Tiger. (Not 
vory original of me, I guess!) 

Life was pretty unfair to young'Tiger.’The tom cat in our locality took 
‘an instant dislike to him, chased him whenever he could, and wounded 
poor Tiger very often, 

Tean’t tell you how much I hated that big bully tom cat. I hated him, 
and did all I could to make life miserable for him, I waited at corners and 
chased him, threw water on him... 

‘The tom eat got his desserts one day. A stray dog that had wandered 
into our street, fought him and wounded him, 

‘That evening I spied the tom cat lying on the parapet of our balcony. 
‘As I sneaked upon him with a stout stick in my hand, he turned and 
looked straight at me, His fur had gone in patches and he was covered 
with dried blood. It was a sad, long look, I dropped the stick and turned 
away. 

From that day, I left Tiger to fight his own battles. 


| Love, 
We 
ane 
Bditoi! 
Ml 
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You too can become an ARTIST. 


© THE GRAPHIC 
believes in coaching 
General Art with a 
PERSONAL 
TOUCH rather @ 
professional 
touch, which can 
easily transform 
Zuccessful student 
‘with « magical 
touch 
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You too can draw! 
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©THE GRAPHIC 
Iimparts practical 
training adopting 
‘modern technology. 
‘THE GRAPHIC has 
techingue for easy 
understand, easy to 
follow systems which 
is diferent from 
‘any other art school 


FOR DETAILS : Apply with 
Fs, 2/- postage stamp 10 
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Dear Editor, 
©% Veryoften we makes fuss about 
eating the same kind of food prepared 
everyday in our homes. Sometimes 
we even walk out from the dining 
But there are people in 
who don't even get quarter a meal a 
day. 
‘When we think about these people, 
wo realize the importance of not wast 


ing food. 
B. Aruna, aged 14, 
St. Michael's Matriculation 
HA 














Dear Editor, 
© This is with reference to Aarti 
Mohra’s lotter in the April '92 issue. I 
was very unhappy to read it. 

‘She should be encouraged not to 
lose her self-confidence. 


Sunandha Gopalasamy, 
aged 12, 
Alpha School, 
Madras. 
Dear Editor, 


©® If T had been in Aarti Mehra's 
sister's place, I would not let my 
friends’ pity discourage me. I would 
have taken a pen or pencil into my 
hands and done something creative. 

She should never think negative. 

T wish her all success in doing all 
that she wants to do, 





P. Louis Chandra Kanth, 
aged 16, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 





Dear Editor, 
*© I have been sending you con: 
tributions since Decomber’91. But not 
‘one of them have been published, 

T thought you might have changed 
your address, and I checked. Plo 
‘can you explain? 

Vishal Gadhia, aged 13, 
Bombay - 400 058. 





Your articles did reach us, Vishal, 
a this letter proves. A word of en- 
‘couragement- never giveup! Ed. 


Dear Editor, 
oo I am a recent reader of 
‘'Gokulam’ (from the May ‘92 issue on- 
wards). 

It is not only interesting to 
children, but for adults too, like my 
parents, 
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Thave observed my parents read- 
ing it with interest. 

B. Kalyan, aged 15, 

Saviour Jesus Matriculation 

HSS. 

Madras. 


Dear Editor, 

©© agree with Rashmi (May ‘92 
issue) that ‘Gokulam’ is childish for 
teenagers. 

But ‘Gokulam’ is one of those 
‘magazines which children can read. If 
all magazines are made for older 
people, what will we have to read? 

R. Prakash, aged 10, 
Bishop Heber School, 
‘Trichy - 21. 








Dear Editor, 
*% Lagree with V, Jaya (une ‘92 
issue). Ithink'Gokulam’isa magazine 
for children ofall ages. 

‘There should be stories for children 
from the ages of to 7 too. My seven- 
year-old brother likes the picture 
‘tories, jokes, and science fiction 
stories vory much 

‘As soon as ‘Gokulam’ arrives, he 
‘asks me to read them out to him. 
Sometimes I explain a point in our 
mother tongue. 

T wish there are more science fic: 
tion stories in the coming issues, 

Wishing ‘Gokulam’ a very happy 
birthday. 

B. Rajini, aged 12, 
Bhopal - 462 201. 


Thank you, Rajini for the birthday 
greetings. We also thank the many 
‘thers who sent us greetings and best 
wishes. Ed. 








Dear Editor, 

20 The US. is fully aware that 
India imports rocket technology from 
Russia only for peaceful purposes. 


The Missile Technology and Con- 
trol Regime (MTCR) which the US. 
‘wishes to enforce against us does not 
involve us at all, We did not sign it. 
‘So why should we bow to US. pres- 
‘sure? What do you think readers? 
R. Sindhu, aged 13, 
Bangalore - 560017, 


Snippets from our readers 


*® I would be very happy if you 


publish some articles about sports. 


L. Rajesh, aged 15, 
Coimbatore - 12. 





‘9 The new stories with Shyamu the 

ghost are wonderful. Please publish 
more jokes. 

TS, Padma, aged 13, 

Madras. 


*@ I would like more picture 
stories. 

Karthika S., aged 13, 

Bangalore -27. 
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‘Aarti + Daddy... Why do you 
have so many groy hairs? 
Daddy + Maybe because you are 
‘so naughty! 

Aarti : Then you must havo 
boon very naughty when you were 
‘small, 

Daddy : Why do you éay tha 
‘Anrti + Just look at grandma’ 
hair! 





S.Sukanya Moorthy, 
Pune. 

















iveryone knows that 
Alexander Graham Bell invented 
the telephone. What did his nssis- 

ean you 








Ravi + Er.....sendoutthe'phone 


Dilla? 
‘Teja Navalkar, aged 14, 


Bangalore - 560 069, 








Q + Which letter rhymes with 
“us? 
Aivt 


R. Ajay, aged 12, 
‘Madras - 600 047. 








°© ama poster collector, Please 
publish one poster a month, 
G. Karthi 








‘* [like the historical and adven- 
ture stories very much. 

R. Aravind, aged 13, 

Bombay. 


°@ TL have lots of fun with my 
parents telling them riddles from 


| ‘Gokulam’, 


Deepti C., aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 034. 


© The recipe, ‘Potato Balls’ in the 
May '92 issue was easy to cook. They 
wore delicious. 





K.J, Hari, aged 12, 
Coimbatore, 


°% It would be very helpful if you 
could publish a subscription form, 

‘Sangeetha S. Rao., Bangalore 

and L. Irfamullah, Ambur. 





°% All my friends find Cable TY, 
and Star TV. interesting during the 
holidays, But I prefer reading, 

BLY. Ashok, aged 12, 
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group of birds, were 


Ona tree. 

A koel was among them. 

You must have heard her 

Lovely song. 

A song which said 

Many more happy returns 
ca 


SY 


of the day 


Q 
GOKULAM!! 4 


&, 


S. Sanjuktha, aged 13, 


io 
<e) 
d 
Madras - 600 091. i 
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Thank 
you for your 
good wishes! 
We turn 
FOUR this 
month! 








We Shouldn’t Be 
Doing..... 
—> 
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Chapter 4 


THE KNIFE 


The story 80 far 


Triends with Amit. Amit has 
te tte hi ps 








and he does odd-jobs for people. 

Mini discovers there are thir- 
teen windows to her house. But 
there seems to be no room where 
the thirteenth window is! Amit 
then tells her that he heard that 
her house has a mysterious curse 
on it, and that a magician lived 
there long ago. 

Mini decides to have a look at 
the hidden room through the 
mysterious window. Using a lad- 
der, she climbs upto it, but alas! - 
the window is paned with opaque 
glass. Before she can do anymore 





investigating, her cousin Dhiru 

She tells him about the 
mystery, and Dhiru too decides to 
get to the bottom of it. 

Dhiru then borrows a ladder 
and looks at the thirteenth win- 
dow. Realizing that nothing can 
be seen of the room inside, he 
decides to investigate from inside 
the house. They cleanout akitchen 
cupboard and find a door. 





Now read onww 


FE 


WINDOW 


d Drees by the discovery of 
the hinges they forgot the 
passage of time. ‘The door-bell 
rang. 

Mini, Dhiru and Amit froze 

“God!” exclaimed Mini. 
“What's the time?” 

“It’s 3.30!" groaned Dhiru. 

Amit quietly unbolted the 
door to the garden and 
vanished. 


The door-bell rang again. 
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Both of them rushed to the 
door and Dhiru opened it. 

Tt was Mr. and Mrs. Mehta! 

Dhiru and Mini looked 
sheepishly at them. 

“What took you kids so 
long?” demanded Mr. Mehta. 

“Hey!” said Mrs. Mehta. 
“Why are you too looking so 
funny?” 

“Bru. we were cleaning out 
the kitchen cupboards. 
plained Dhiru. 














“Oh!” said Mrs. Mehta. 
“Well... I am so tired... I'll have 
awash...” 


“[ll make you some coffee,” 
offered Mr. Mehta. 
“Daddy,” ventured Mini. 
“You're home early.. 
“Yes, Mini,” said her father. 
“I had finished a meeting in 
town, and I saw mummy there. 
So I came back home with 
her....” He wandered into the 
kitchen as he talked, 











OF ove at this!” a roar 
jemanated from the 
kitchen. “You call this cleaning?” 

Mrs. Mehta came running, 
and behind her were a sheepish 
Dhiru and Mini 

“What happened?” asked 
Mini's mother anxiously. 

“Look at the way they've 
cleaned your cupboards!” her 
husband roared. “They've been 
upto something... I know. 
MINI! DHIRU!" 

They trooped sheepishly in. 

And in the end, they had to 
explain all about the thirteenth 
window. 

“And these are the hinges,” 
explained Dhiru, stepping into 
the cupboard. 
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“My cupboard. 
Mrs. Mehta. 
Mini's father was amazed at 


" groaned 


their story, and then interested. 
He stepped up behind Dhiru, 
crushing and bending a delicate 
tea-spoon in the pro 
ly lovely spoon 

Mini's mother. 

“Interesting,” murmured 
Mr. Mehta. He ‘pulled Dhiru 
away from inside the cupboard 
and stepped in himself. 

“Bring my pink-handled 
screw-driver, Mini,” he called 
“I can't see the line of a door, or 
ahandle or latch....” 












groaned 


S: Mr. Mehta unscrewed the 
inges from their positions. 





then he gently pushed at the 
panel of wood. It did not budge. 
He pushed once again, then a 
little more hard. The panel 
aked. 

iarder, uncle!” cried Dhiru 
excited, 

Soon both Dhiru and his 
uncle were leaning on the panel 
of wood inside the cupboard. 

CRASH! 

The hidden door gave away 
and both fell into the little room 
revealed behind, on top of the 
door, 

“Be careful!” 

“Daddy...” Mrs. Mehta and 
Mini were worried and excited. 

The smell of stale air hit 
their nostrils. It was a small 
room - a tiny cubicle really, 
hardly two metres square. 




















667 ous” came a scream 
rom the kitchen win. 
dow. It was Amit. He had been 
watching the proceedings and 
now, his face had a terrible look 
of fear on it. “Look!” 

All of them turned to look at 
what Amit had been pointing. 
Hanging on the wall facing 
them was a long-handled knife. 
It was a beautiful knife, its sil- 
ver handle carved in all sorts of 
designs. But it was the blade of 
the knife that caught their eyes. 

It was encrusted  b 
brownish stains that looked like 
dried blood! 

“Aah!” 

They turned tosee that Amit 
had fainted 























“Quick!” cried Mrs. Mehta. 
“Bring him inside!” 


yingon the livingroom car- 

pet, with a cushion 
beneath his head, Amit told 
them the rest of the old 
sweeper’s story. 

(“My lovely cushion cover...” 
groaned Mrs. Mehta to herself, 
for Amit was none too clean 
from his life on the streets.) 

“[told you that the sweeper’s 
uncle had been a part of that 
gang,” said Amit. “And that he 
had been stabbed when he was 
caught trying to run away with 
their loot. Well, the soldiershad 
caught up with the gang and 
were very close to them... The 
gang found that they had to es- 
cape somehow or the other - but 
there was this body of the man 
they had killed, and all those 
sacks and sacks of loot... They 
dared not go outside the house 
to bury both for fear they might 
be seen. So inside the house 
they stayed, for two days and 
two nights, They dared not even 
light a lamp inside the house for 
fear the soldiers may see the 
light and find them. 


id bi sweeper told the 
that the soldiers found 
the house anyway and killed 
all the thieves, except one. (He 
escaped to tell the sweeper the 
story.) He then went into 
hiding and was never seen 
again.” Amit was gasping and 
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his eyes were round with excite- 
ment. 

“What happened next?” 
snapped Dhiru. 

“Well, the soldiers hoped to 
lay their hands on the loot 
themselves. They searched the 
house, but found nothing - not 
even the body of the sweeper's 
uncle.” 


Exe looked at each 
lother in excitement. 

“That means. 
Mini. 


” whispered 


. the thieves hid them 
in the secret room with the thir- 
teenth window...” said Dhiru. 

“And sealed off a wall or 
two!” exclaimed Mr. Mehta. 
“We've uncovered one s 
wall, sothere could be anot! 

“You're right, uncle!” cried 
Dhiru. 

“Can't we do it tomorrow?” 
asked Mrs. Mehta in a small 
voice as she saw that her family 
and guests were eager to com- 
plete the investigation, 

Nobody heard her. They 
were all rushing back into the 
kitchen, Amit too behind them. 

“How will I ever cook din- 
ner?” groaned Mrs. Mehta to an 
empty living room. 

Next issue: A BRICKED- 

‘UP WALL! 
To be continued. 
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ong, long ago, Dharti 
Ma’ (Mother Earth) 
lived with her playful 


and naughty son, Pani (water). 
Now Pani never listened to his 
mother's words of advice, and 
was forever wandering about. 
Sometimes he would wander up 
a mountain and gush down 
from a great height, sometimes, 
he would loiter about among 
forests and plains... He often 
played hide and seek among the 
sands and the trees and the 
forests, sometimes rested in 
ponds, or lay idle on the 
plains..... He was restless and 
nover liked staying in one place 
for long. 


Ov day, Pani was lying in 
a bowl-like cavity in a 
plain, tired after a long 
and wonderful journey 
That was when the 
daughter of the sun, 
Kiran (rays) caught 
sight of him. There he 
lay, glittering in the 
sun, yet calm, She fell 
in love with him and 








HOW IT 
BEGAN 


TO RAIN 


decided, “This handsome prince 
should have a place in the sky 
with the sun, the moon and the 
stars.” 

She descended down to the 
earth and stood beside where 
Pani lay. She then spoke. 

“O handsome prince.” she 









dirty, muddy bed? 
Come with me, up 
into the sky. You} 
will be free to 
wander wherever 





you like, and 
nobody | will 
prevent you.” 
Pp» who had 
woken as soon 
as Kiran had 


begun to speak, 
replied, “Why do 
you make fun of me 
like this? You 
know I have no 
wings to fly about 
in the sky like a 
bird. If I ever fol- 
low you, I am sure 
T'll fall to my doom, 

“Js that a prob- 
lem?” laughed 
Kiran. “I can make 














it happen, do not fear.” 

Pani turned his face away. 
But Kiran was persuasive. 

“I shall change you into 
vapour,” she said. It will make 
you light and unfettered, and it 
will help you rise into the sky. 
Weshall behappy together, and 
you can meet my father theSun, 
my mother the Moon, and my 
brothers, the Stars. It will be 
one big adventure for you.” 

Pani was really tempted this 
time, but he told her, “I'll have 
to ask my mother.” 


Deri Ma was very 
armed when he told her 
of Kiran’s proposal. 

“Be careful,” she warned her 
son. “She looks tender and 
gentle, but she'll scorch and 
scald you into the sky. Then 
you'll turn dark and fat, and 
will come down to me as rain 
and hail.” 

But Pani had made up his 
mind. 

“Mother is just trying to 
frighten me,” he thought. “She 
doesn't want me to wander too 
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far. She's always worried about 
me too much. 

So he went back to Kiran 
and told her that he was ready 
to accompany her into the sky. 
Kiran’s eyes blazed with joy, 
‘and the very next moment, Pani 





felt, himself become very light 
and rise into the air. He was 


now vapour! 
E: was thrilled. How high 
1e was rising, and there 


‘was nothing to stop him. 





[ [POETRY 


| SCHOOL 


School is a place where knowledge is pooled, 
But today it is a place to be fooled. 

We are bored by history, 

And fear the reactions of chemistry. 
Economics is a subject which causes tremors, 
And English has little humour, 

We like to dodge our toachers, 

And run after sparrows and rats like poachers. 
Our sports day is one big commotion, 

‘And on prize day, there is no motion, 

On exams days, our heads do break-dance, 

‘To sneak into our neighbour's paper, a glance. 
Students may be bright, 

But wouldn't know tables of eight, 

‘This is my school, my dear school, 

Where one turns bright, or becomes a ful! 





Salindu 
Sadanandan, 
Ambernath - 
421505, 
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Dharti Ma saw him go and 
was very sad. 

“You'll never escape this fate 

son,” she murmured to her- 
self. “You will forever rise as 
vapour, and a time will come 
when you have to fall to the 
earth too.” 

Days passed. Pani had a 
happy time, wandering about 
the skies with Kiran. Soon, he 
began to grow quite dark and 
heavy. Kiran was quite amazed 
to see this change in him. 

“This cannot be my Pani,” 
she thought. 

Finally, Pani became a hice 
fat, dark cloud. 


Ke did not recognize him 
at all, 


“Who are you?" she 
demanded. 


Pani tried to move towards 
her and answer, but being too 
fat, he could only rumble. 
Kiran’s eyes flashed in anger 
across the skies. 

“Come here,” she cried. 

But Pani could not answer, 
and when he tried to move, a 
peal of thunder rang out. 

A frightened Kiran ran and 
hid herself. 

He began to tumble down 
from the skies. 

He fell all the way down, 
past mountain peaks and trees, 
into the welcoming arms of his 
smiling mother. 

“Welcome back, my son!” she 
cried. 


Dr. M.Q. KHAN 


day for the whole family. Get up 
learly, prepare an easy to make 
leasy to pack lunch, and take a 
trip to your favourite park, 200 
lor picnic place. 

You'll be surprised how 
tasty even good ol’ everyday 
food tastes on an outing like 
this. 
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STORIES FROM OUR 
READERS 
jhere once lived a husband 
I and wife who had no 
children, All they had to 
keep them company was a little 
German shepherd. But alas — it 
died of some disease a few 
months after it arrived there. 
‘The husband and wife began 
tofeel very lonely once more. One 
day, as they strolled over to the 
supermarket, a sign caught their 
eyes. 
“Puppies available.” 


they entered to find themsel- 

ves in a pet shop. In a little 
Kennel was a whole litter of pup- 
pies. They were bright and lively. 
But in one corner was a lovely 
little pup, quite different from 


the others. 
(C He had soft 
;S 


brown eyes, a 


shaky little 


ip) 
nes 


») 


magnificent silky 
coat of fur. 
“Thi 













1S 


Sd 
s ours!” cried the woman, “Weill take him. 
the pup was bought, and the husband and wife bought 


him some dog biscuits and a brand new collar. 
‘Phen they took him home. 


4 


He 

TALE OF 
BBS 

O72 





was dolighted. Is this house 


T: puppy 
mine? he seemed to say, as he explored 


Suddenly his mistress picked him up and 
dumped him in a tub of water. Then she soaped 
him with a bar of soap. He trembled as the soap 
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»)) 







frothed in bubbles and jumped in excite- 
ment. He tried to run, 
but was held firmly, 
washed clean and wiped 


(¢ \( dry with an old towel 
( The new-collar was then clasped 
S 






[a 
. 
8 








around his neck. i 

“My beautiful Bobs,” \ 
crowed his mistress. “Bobs, 
Bobs...” 

But Bobs was toottired to (D 
listen. He simply rushed into 7 
a cosy corner on a rug and fell asleep. os 

Bobs soon became the darling of the household. 

He was petted, admired and loved, 
A Months passed. Soon Bobs be- 
f. came a handsome white dog. And 

was he naughty! He was so spoilt that he got every- 


OXY 


& 


Si thing he wanted. 
Ny One night, his master and 
mistress went for a party, leav- 
@) ing him all alone at home. Bobs 


mp da INA was enraged when he realized 


that he was not to go. He howled 
and frisked about — but alas, the 
bolt clicked into place from out- 
side, and the car started. 

Sadly, Bobs wandered into the kitchen. Wonderful smells at- 
tacked his nostrils, He jumped onto the kitchen platform and 
began exploring. Ah, what's in this closed tin? Bong, it fell down, 

showering Bobs with flour. 
Startled, Bobs jumped back, 
@ right into the shelf were the cups 
and saucers were kept. Clatter — 
4 crash! 


© oon, there was milk dripping 

onto the floor, a plum cake 
squashed beneath him.... Sud- 
denly a vessel of cool water fell 
all over him. Bobs didn't like it 






one bit. But that did not stop his wonderful feast! 

After the feast, Bobs dragged himself to his usual comfortable 
rug, cuddled up in a corner, and fell asleep. 

When the owners returned, they were horrified at the sight of 
their kitchen, 

“Thieves! Thieves!” cried the woman, 

“Rubbish!” said her husband, “Must be that animal in our house 
we call Bobs, Didn’t you chain him?" 

“T didn't. Didn't you? But it can’t be Bob: 





she cried. 


he rushed into the next room to see Bobs curled up innocently 
on the rug. But his bulging stomach gave him away! 

“It doesn’t matter, Bobs!” They forgave him in the end. 

In this way Bobs had his bouts of mischief time and again, but 
he was always forgiven. 

Once he chewed up acake of soap by mistake. After that bubbles 
flowed out of his mouth, made him miserable and worried him. But 
his mistress was soon at his side, “Oh you poor thing!” she cried. 
And washed out his mouth with water, 


s the years rolled by, Bobs became weaker and weaker. But 
hhe continued to be as energetic as a young dog. He still 
‘thought he could fight as well as when he was young. 


One day, his owners saw several wounds on his body. Alarmed, 

they looked about to see a little cat hissing at Bobs through the 
door. They shoved the cat away and attended to 
Bobs. 

“Bobs you can't fight with cats....” Bobs 
waged his tail as if he understood, but: he ac- 
tually didn’t, though he knew they were being 
kind and not rude. 

Bobs’ adventures did not stop here, ‘They went on 
and on, 

‘nally Bobs became a quiet, old dog. He became 
quite, lazy and dreamy, He slept most of the time, and 
woke up only for meals. 

‘One day Bobs didn’t wake at all. The vet was called. 
He examined the still form of Bobs and said, “Bobs is 
asleop forever.” 








Nisha Rajan, aged 14, 
Bombay - 400 059 
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~BOOKSTOBUY 


Have a look ata 
book we thought 
would interest 
you... 








Birds 


feathers 
breathe with lungs ond have air sacs 
wings 
store food in crop: grind food in gizzard 
2 lay hard-shelled eggs 
24 @ cohuum o say 32 + oil gland (helps waterproof feathers) 
hollow or partly hollow bones 
Examples: ducks, crows, cranes 














1 
2. 
3. 
4 


see 


11 
12. 
13, 


14. 








In ancient times, Orissa w: 
‘The new capital of the state is 
Earlier, the city of ___ was its capital 
‘The world-famous Sun Temple is at ——__ 

‘The Lord Jagannath Temple is at _ 
‘The classical dance of the state is = 
—— is the important river that winds through 


known as 





Orissa, 
dam is built across it 

____ is an important port in the coastline of Orissa, 
= ____ is the old name of the place where Emperor 
Asoka fought the famous war and later embraced Bud- 
dhism 

Asteel plant is situated at 
—— is the name of its national park 

A revolutionary leader was born in this state. He 
was 

‘The language spoken in the state is 




















S. BALAKRISHNAN 
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TepeuEyeH 


esog eapuetig ISSO 
yseqng 1fereN ung * 
Tedyrats “ZT yaeuoy, 
‘Beye “IT speyng * 
Wes, “OT semysousqnyg 
dipered 6 esuey 
PRIEIH “8 ZIND 0 sromsuy 














@ : When does an Arab go Q_: Which is the most slip- 





to sleep? pery country in the world? 
‘A : Greece! 
/ 
Ho HUM. 

\ Q = What did King Egg say 

fs) to the bad egg? 
A : When he’s sleepy! ‘A : Lam going to have you 

eggsecuted! 


R. Suresh Kumar, aged 15, 
Madras. 
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[ PUZZLES 








Elementary, dear 


Here t 
Readers. jere they are. Can you help 


meunscramble the letters to ar- 


ive 2 
Iwentintothelaboratory to Te at the names! 


collect some samples of some of 


the elements we had learnt Shyam Sunder Balaji, 


- aged 15, 
about. But the lab attendant St. Michael's Academy, 
had mixed up the letters on the 

Madras. 


labels of the jars. 





FUN WITH NUMBERS 
1. Which is the only numeral having as many letters as its 
meaning? 
2. Can you make a sum of hundred using all the digits from 1 
to 9 only once? 
S. Sridhar, aged 12, P.S. Senior Secondary School, 


Madras. 
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The White-nosed Monkey 
thom Watt Attica 


MONKEY, 


OW was Mes 


Illustrations : LALITHA 





The Orang-utan 
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The tad looking 
Spider Monkey 
fom Ametica 







A boby Orang-utan 
(found in Bomeo and 
Sumatra) 


The Woolly Monkey 
from South America 


An Atticon Monkey 
called ‘Diana’ 
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The Chimpanzee 


The Chaema or 
pig-tailed Baboon 
‘tom Attica 


The Abyssinian 


Monkey 











PUZZLES 








BRAIN 
TWISTER! 


Ramu’s father had four 
sons, three of whom are Ravi, 
Ramesh and Vijay. What is 





the name of the fourth son? 


R. Rathnakumar, 
aged 11, 
Madras - 600 017. 


HIDE ’nd SEEK 


A 


4, Calender 
5. Manager 
6. Question 


V. Supriya, 
Madras - 600 099. 


WHAT AMI 
SAYING? 


T have written some 
proverbs below. Do they sound 
funny? They must, because 
have changed one letter in each 
word, Substitute that letter 
with the right one to make the 
proverb sound right. 


1, CALF O LOAD IF WET- 
‘TER THAT SO BREAK. 


PAINT HEARS NEWER 
SON PAIR LADS, 


3. LETTER RATE THEN 
FEVER. 


4, SO NETS IT GOOF MEWS. 


VA 


town in the 
Bankura 
district in West Ben- 
gal. It was once the 
capital of the Malla 








Kings in the 17-18th centuries. 


You may ask what is so spe- 
cial about this little town now. 
Vishnupur contains some of the 
most beautiful examples of art 
in terracotta, (Terracotta is the 
material with which one makes 
bricks and pottery.) 





The oldest terracotta 
temple in Vishnupur is the 
curiously shaped Rasamancha 
which was erected by the Malla 
king Bir Hambir around 1600 
AD. It is a large rectan. 
gular structure with a big 
pyramid-like tower. All Radha- 
Krishna images were wor- 
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shipped at this shrine at the 
time of the Rasa festival. 


The terracotta art reached 
its peak in the hands of some 
master craftsmen in the reign of 
Raghunath Sinha, the son of Bir 
Hambir, He erected two finely 
carved temples - the five-pin- 
nacled or Pancha Ratna temple 
of Shyama Rai (1643 A.D.) and 
the Jor Bangla temple (1655 
A.D.), The Shyama Rai temple 
is beautifully and intricately 
carved with scenes from Krish- 
na Lila. 


The Jor Bangla temple also 
has scenes from Krishna's life, 
along with other mythological 
characters like gandharvas, 


winged lions, a king being car- 
ried in a palanquin, ete, 


Another temple to be seen 
is the one-pinnacled temple of 
Madan Mohan (another name 
for Krishna). It is the best 
known terracotta temple in 
Bengal and was erected by Dur- 
jan Sinha, a Malla king who 
lived in 1694 A.D. 

‘The terracotta temples are 
certainly unique works of art. 
Here, as with other places of 
archeological interest, history 
has been preserved for us to soe. 


‘Text: Prof. Pranab Ray 
Debabrata 
Banerjee 








‘Teacher : What would you call 
‘person who eats only vegetables? 
Clover Krishna + A vegetarian! 
‘Teacher + Corroet. What would 
you call a person who eats other 
people? 
Silly Somu : I 
humanitaria 
’. Pratheep, aged. 
Bangalore - 560 001 


know! A 











Rajesh + My father is always 

‘seared to crass a road. 

Ramesh : How do you know? 

Rajesh : He always catches hold 

‘of my hand before we eross. 
Pranjal, aged 10, 
‘Trichy - 620 014. 
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FLY SPY 


the maze below, are ten hidden birds. Can you spot 


TK 38 Bek 
PM T U W 
OA N K O 
Q@atTtRpP it! 
TO RRA 
PZTY oO 
ws CC RO 
ot v U P 
MY N A H 
cO cA E 


A. Prem Anand (13) and Deepak Anand (9), 
Bombay - 400 090. 


Solution on page 80 | 
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A TALE FROM INDIAN MYTHOLOGY 








Chitrangada was the only child of the ruler of a 
kingdom in ancient India, From a very young age, the little 
princess was taught all the skills of a warrior, and learnt 
statecraft too. For the king had decided that Chitrangada 
would succeed him to the throne. 


As she grew older, the warrior princess began to accompany 
her father to many battles. Soon, the king left her in charge of 
the army, and the people began to depend on Chitrangada for 
their safety. 

One day, Chitrangada, with a small band of soldiers was 
passing through a forest in the kingdom, There, asleep under 
a tree, was a stranger. 





Tt was Arjuna, the 
Pandava prince. He 
was wandering through 
the forests in search of 
a calm and peaceful 
place where he could 
meditate. 

But Chitrangada did 
not know that. 

“Wake him up,” she 
ordered her soldiers. 

And wake him up 
they did. Arjuna imme- 
diately put an arrow to 
his bow, ready to fight 
an enemy if it may be. 

But when he saw a 
small group of soldiers, 
led by a woman dressed 
in soldier's clothes, he 





put his bow down. 

“[ will not fight a woman,” he said, his lips curling with 
contempt. 

Chitrangada was very angry at this, 

“You obviously do not belong to my kingdom!" she cried. 
“All my people worship me, though woman I may be. Who are 
you?" 

“Lam Arjuna." 

“Arjuna? Are you the Pandava prince?" Chitrangada was 
very astonished, 


“Lam he," replied Arjuna, "I have no time to waste fighting 
with women like you. Please go away. 


Chitrangada was humiliated and angry, She returned to the 
palace in a strange mood. 





As she looked into the mirror at herself, she became even 
angrier. What she saw, was a well-built girl in soldier's clothes. 

“| am not at all pretty,” she realized in despair. “I look very 
ugly too." 
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This thought upset her so much that she flung herself on 
her bed and began to cry. 

Chitrangada, being brought up like a prince, was a strong 
girl who liked hunting. How many bands of robbers she had 
subdued! The courtiers, nobles and soldiers admired her, and 
the common people worshipped her. 

As she lay there sobbing. her maid came into the room. 
Shocked to find her mistress in such distress, the maid tried 
to comfort her. At last Chitrangada told her why she was so 
upset. 


** Today, I met Arjuna whom I have admired since childhood. 
But he showed no interest in me, and I have fallen in love with 
him, What am I to do?” she wailed. 

“There is no use getting upset like this,” consoled the maid, 
“I have an idea — go to the temple of the god of love and pray 
to him. Beg him to change you into a beautiful woman at least 
for a year or so, Then maybe Arjuna might notice you.” 








POETRY _ 


The Tidy Hankie 


Ont dear hankie, 

You are so useful. 

Even if some don't use you. 
1am sure they praise you. 


You come in so handy. 
Not only while eating candy. 
But dear, dear hankie, 

You are useful all the time. 


Kavitha Viswanathan, aged 12, 
Bangalore - 560 003. 
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Chitrangada liked her maid's 
Idea and did as she had sug- 
gested. 


She bathed, and sat in the 
temple, praying sincerely. The 
god of love was pleased by her 
devotion, and appeared before 
her. 

“ shall give you a beautiful 
form, but it will last only for a 
year. After that, you will regain 
Your original form,” he blessed 
her and disappeared. 

Chitrangada bowed to him and went out of the temple. She 
now looked beautiful and graceful. Happily, she went into the 
forest to find Arjuna. 

She found him deep in meditation. But when he heard the 
tinkle of her anklets, his eyes opened, and he looked straight 
at her. 
ho are you?” he asked. 

“I live in the forest,” said Chitrangada. “Who are you?” 

“Lam Arjuna, the Pandava,” he replied. 

After that, Chitrangada, met Arjuna everyday in the forest. 
He was so charmed by her, that he said. “Marry me and live 
with me in the forest. 


She readily agreed. 








When Chitrangada disappeared from the palace 
mysteriously, her father and her people were very worried. 
Where could their beloved princess have disappeared to? 
Nobody knew where she had gone. She had just disappeared, 
it seemed. 

Her father was so upset. that he began to spend his time 
praying to the lord to send his daughter back. 

Ayear went by. The kingdom was in disorder. Dacoits and 
robbers were harassing the people, and the king was unable 
to do anything about it. The people decided that Chitrangada 
should be found and brought back. 
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‘They organised search parties and began looking for her all 
over the kingdom. 


As one group of people searching for her passed through 
the forest, they met Arjuna. They told him all their woes. Arjuna 
was amazed. 

“How fs it that you depend on this one woman to protect 
you?" he asked. 

“She is no ordinary woman," the people told him. "She has 
protected us from robbers and dacoits, and kept us safe so far, 
Ifonly she had not disappeared like that. 

“[would like to meet her myself, But now you are in trouble 
and you need as Tam Arjuna, the Pandava, and I can drive 
the dacoits out of the kingdom. 








“All our warriors are very 
disheartened,” the people told 
him. “We will have to organise 
the army once again. 
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“How I wish I had someone like your Chitrangada beside 
me now..." murmured Arjuna, 





“She is here beside you, my lord," said a voice. 

Arjuna turned to see a strange girl beside him. 

“Who are you and how did you get here?" he asked, amazed. 
“Only my wife was here with m 

“lam your wife,” said the girl. “I am also the Chitrangada 
you wished to meet.’ 

Before the confused Arjuna could gather his wits together, 
the people were beginning to get restless. 

“Chitrangada, our princess!" they cried again and again. 
“Only you can save us.” 

So without wasting a moment, Arjuna and Chitrangada 
mounted their horses and went towards the palace. There, they 
gathered together an army of soldiers who were delighted to 
See thelr princess back again, 

And in no time at all the bandits plaguing the kingdom were 
routed, 








After the victory, as Arjuna and Chitrangada rode back, 
he said, "Now explain what you said to me in the forest. How 
can you be the forest girl | made my wife?” 

Lag so angry when you humiliated me for belng a woman 

when I met you,” explained 
Chitrangada, And’she told him 
of her maid's idea and her 
changed appearance. 

“The one year ended just as 
you were talking to the people 
outside our forest home. That's 

% when I regained my original ap- 

pearance, 1 wanted to be ac- 


cepted by you as your wife, yet 
be treated with respect. 1 am a 
woman and I am different, yet 1 
‘am equal to any ma 

“I know now that a woman 


can be loved and respected for 
what she is,” said Arjuna. “You 
have opened my eyes, Chitran- 
gada. . 
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mY INK!" 


A tribe of men have been living 
beneath the surface of the earth 
for centuries. 

They now come out into the 
open air for sinister reasons...... 


oe 


aa 


SS 


aS 4 t i 


a 


Il was quiet and still, Not 
a leaf stitred on the 
branches 


summit, the centre 

slab lifted silently to 

reveal ahuman form. 

he man looked 

about him and finally 

flung aside the slab 

Hho was lifting, He 

swung himself up 

WEED ond said, “Come on 

It’s time! It’s going to be ours at 
last!” 








He stood 
of the trees rubbing his 
around the] The army of MeN | paimstogether, 
stonetemple. | Cheered. The leader looking ‘about 
It was an im with sighs 
old, abandoned| Talsed hishands | crsatistaction, 
stonestructure,| and there was Behind him, 
ruins really, of silence more human 
what must forms swung 
have once been once more. themselves up 
a temple. Now! “Fellowmen!” he _ | fromthe hollow 
it was simply a ceiéd below the stone 
hollow stone . slabs, They all 
wore different 





structure —pil- 








lars holding up a roof of sorts, 
with no shrine, nor idol. It 
stood, alone, amid a stretch of 
dry sand, that seemed to go on 
for miles and miles. 

From the roof of the temple 
hung an old bell, dusty with 
unuse. 


t was noon, The sun shone 
hot and bright upon the 
deserted temple. 


‘The floor of the temple was 
laid with square slabs of 
granite. As the sun reached its 


kinds of clothes, in fine material 
made from bark, 


the men poured out filling 

the temple, yet more were 
pulling themselves up. Soon, a 
whole army stood on the desert 
plain, 

‘Their leader climbed onto 
theroof ofthe tompleand raised 
his hands. There was an imme- 
diate silence, 

“Pellowmen!” he cried. “Our 
time has come. We will revenge 
the injustice done to us a 
thousand years ago.” 
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The army of men 
cheered. The leader raised 
his hands, and there was 
silence once more. 

“A thousand years ago,” he 
said. “Themen of theearth tried 
to wipe our tribe from the face 
of the earth, But we survived, 
dug our way through the earth, 
and built a place for ourselves 
inside it! Our superior intel- 
ligence and better skills helped 
us. 

“Because we were not a war- 
like race, the men of the earth, 
with their cunning and 


weapons, drove us under- 
ground, But now, we are supe- 
rior to them — our superior 
intelligence makes usthe better 


warriors. 
G6 Phe men of the earth 
are fools, Even in this 
21st century, all they want todo 
is fight with each other. They've 
got more and more dangerous 
weapons. Stupid weapons, be- 
cause if they use them, they'll 
not only destroy their enemies, 


but also themselves and this 
planet itself. 

“Our time has come. If we 
allow these men to destroy the 
earth, we, who live below it, will 
be destroyed too. 

“We should not allow these 
stupid people to live anymore. 
We shall wipe them out, and 
occupy the surface of the earth 
once more! We shall fight our 
first and last war! We have no 
weapons, but shall fight with 
our strength and skill. We shall 


win!" 


lhe men on the desert 
cheered. They had no 
trouble standing on the burning 





hot desert sand in the noon 
heat. 

“Weshall besilent, swiftand 
skillful!” cried their leader. 
“These will be our only 
weapons!” 

He made a signal with his 
hands. The mass of men quickly 
and silently formed rows and 
columns. He made another sig- 
nal and began to march for- 
ward. 

Asthe sun reached the west, 
the strange and powerful army 
had reached their first city. 

“Attack!” 


SR. 
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COLOUR AND KEEP 












ituated at a height of 450% 
Gist Wes n Ghats 
in Kerala, thi 
is famous for its tea pla 
and cardomom. 

But it can be reached from 
places in Tamilnadu too. It is 
54 miles from a place called 
Udumalpet in the Coimbatore 
district, 45 miles from Bodi- 
nayakanur in the Madurai 
district, and 6 
from Kodaikanal, another 

ill-station in Tamilnadu. 


4B 9 cot 


Il station 





tations 





miles 











TRAVELS THROUGH INDIA 


0 you know 
how Munnar 
got its name? 
Three rivers or 
Arus join here — 
the ~ Nallathani 
Aru, the Solai- 
malai Aru and the 
Madupatty Aru, 
(Munnu meaning 
three), 
The ancient 
2 tribes of Munnar 
go by the name 
Muduvanmare. 
There are many 
sects among them. 
These people are 
aid to have 
migrated from the 
Pandya Nadu (if 
you like history, 
1 am sure you'll 
know the four 





great kingdoms of 
ancient South India), many 
ff years back. They 
ed, in a place which 


hundreds 





goes by the name Muduvan 
Kudigal, It is not easily 
reached, for one has to cross 
rivers and climb hills, and trek 
quite a bit. 


‘unnar is a pleasant place 
M: go all months of the 
year except November and 
December which will bes 
extremely chilly, 

If you want ‘tourist’ 
spots to see, there are the 
Catholie and Protestent 
churehes of the Mar- 
ind the Jacobites. 
is also a Murugan 
temple to be visited. 

Six miles from Munnar 
is the Madupatty Dam 
which has been built 
across the Madupatty 
River, 








his hill-station is not 

‘a fully developed 
‘fourist spot’. There are 
fow places to stay — there 

















is the Kannan Devan Hills 
Club, a government Tourist 
Bungalow, another Tourist 
Bungalow, and the High Range 
Club, 

‘A few miles from Munnar is 
the tallest peak in the South — 
the Anaimudi Peak. At a dis- 


tance of fourteen miles is the 


games sanctuary at Rajah 
Malai. 


‘unnar grows tea, 

coffee, cinchona, car- 
damom and sisal. The most 
important tea plantations 
are the ones belonging to the 
Kannan Devan Company and 
another called Malayalam 
Plantations. There are total- 
ly about 30 estates in this 
hill-station, 
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‘Munnar has toweringpeaks, 
orchid valleys and different 
kinds of beautiful scenery. One 
is likely to see herds of 
elephant th evenings. 


A n interesting place to visit 








is the Indu Swiss Project at 
Maduapatty which runs a 
dairy. Visitors aroreceived with 
courtesy, and are taken around 
theproject by the officialsthere. 
ours 





Special breeds of cows and bulls 
from Switzerland are crossed 
with the Indian varieties to 
bring out bres suitable to the 
Kerala climate and conditions, 

Even special grass is grown 
for these cows! 

Ifyou and your family like a 
different holiday, away fromthe 
crowds of ‘developed’ hill. sta- 
tions, Munnar is the place to go, 

N. RAMAKRISHNA, 














POETRY 








One fine evening 


T asked daddy for ‘Gokulam 
Daddy went to a shop, 

And instead of Gokulam’, 
He asked for ‘Mangalam’. 


FUNNY MISTAKE 


LN) ep 
As I was bored with my studies KR 


‘The shopkeeper was amazed, 


He said “Sir, we don’t have any such book!" + 
Daddy came home with empty hands. 

I asked daddy for the book, 

He told me, “The shopkeeper says 

‘That they don't have ‘Mangalam’.” 

Iburst into laughter, I could not hold back my tears 
‘Trying to control myself, I said, 

“{ want 'Gokulam’, and not ‘Mangalam’.” 


Sunita B,, aged 16, 
Our Lady of Desterro School, 
Goa. 
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Shyamu is a 
friendly ghost 
who lives with 
Nita and her 
family. He does 
their housework 
for them, and helps Nita 
through many sticky situa- 
tions. 


en Aarti an- 
nounced to our 
gang in school, 
that she was 
having a birthday 
picnic instead of a party this 
year, we were all thrilled. 
We crowded around her 
crying, “When are we going?” 
‘Where are we going” 
don't know all "7 
the details,” said 
Aarti. “But my 
mother will ring up 
all your mothers 
when all the arra 
gements are done 
So there'll be no 
problems...” 


Problems. sigh, 
think Aarti spoke too | 
soon. I have a big one } 
at home. All in one 
body. (Or should I say, 
in one vapourous 


mass?) And the 


[COVER STORY 





THE PICNIC 


Here is another of 
Shyamu’s adventures, as 
Nita will tell youn. 


problem's name is Shyamu. 

As soon as Aarti’s mother 
had phoned mine, and all was 
finalised, Shyamu communi- 
cated to mummy in his own 
peculiar mirror writing. “I want 
to go too,” he said. 

Mumny was horrified at the 
idea. 








“No, no, Shyamu,” she said. 
“It is a pienic for little girls. A 
twelve year old gang of friends. 
‘You are not invited.” 

Shyamu was stubborn. 

“I want to go,” he wrote 

“You can't,” said mummy. 

“[ want to go,” he wrote. 

“It isa picnic,” said mummy. 
“In the open air. A strong wind 
might blow you away.” 

“NEVER!” wrote Shyamu 
scornfully. “Are you making fun 
of me? I want to go.” 

Mummy tried all sorts of ar- 
guments but failed. Finally, she 
sighed. 

“Okay, go, go, go!” she cried. 
“But don't you dare try your 
usual tricks and scare Nita’s 








friends. 


hyamu was delighted. He 
promised, “I'l be good, I'll 
'be good, I'll be good...” 
Inhisjoy, he wroteit atleast 
ten times till mummy asked 
him to stop. 


Taidn’t like the idea one bit. 
Not that I don’t like Shyamu or 
enjoy his company. With 
Shyamu around, I knew the pic- 
nic will not be peaceful like the 
one on the cover of this 
magazine. 

‘And knowing that Shaymu 
is around, I would not be able to 
really enjoy the picnic. It would 
be just like if I had my mother 
or father keeping an eye on me, 
if you get what I mean... 

But Shyamu would not 
change his mind, how much 























] ever I begged him, 


0, on the 

morning of 

the picnic, 
Aarti’s mother 
waved us off, as we 
piled into a bus 
that would take us 
to our picnic spot - 
an old park by the 
banks of the river 
on the other side of 


town. We pro- 
mised to look after 
ourselves, and 


anyway, we were 











to report to Mrs. 
George, Aarti’s 
mother’s friend who 
lived in a house be- 
side the park, as 
soon as we arrived 
there, 


T was the last to 
climb into the bus, 
Shyamu behind m 

“Where to’ 
barked the conduc- 
tor. 

“Six tickets to 
the Old Park,” said 
Aarti, handing af 
twenty rupee note, 

“Change!” the 
conductor barked. 


Aarti, “This is all 1 
have.” 
“Then get down 
at the next stop,” he 
snapped turning 
away, 

“But...” 
“Please. 
“The next bus ishalfan hour 
away...” 








Our pleas fell on deaf ears, 

We were all quite miserable. 
To have this lovely day begin 
this way! 


hat’s when Shaymu 
decided to take matters 
into his own hands. As 
the bus stopped, he must have 














given the conductor a slap or a 
pinch or something. “OW!” he 
cried, clutching his backside. 
He turned and looked at us 
suspiciously, but we were by the 
front, getting down the bus. 


As the bus started once 
more, the conductor came tum- 
bling down the steps quite sud- 
denly, 


He gave out howls of pain, 
as the faces of the amazed 
passengers peered out. 
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ee data eed once 
jor lurched to 





1 step of the bus. And 
stopped. Then he began to act 
very strange. He acted as if the 
bus had a door, and it was 
closed, and he was trying to 
push it open. It was Shyamu, of 
course. 

By now, a crowd had col- 
lected around the bus. And the 
situation had become clear to 
me. Shyamu was not allowing 
the conductor to get into the 
bus! 

*Halp ros up)” eried the con: 
ductor to a passenger, holding 
out his hand. The passenger 
tried topull him in, but couldn't. 


66 at's happening?” it 
vas the annoyed 
bus-driver. And be- 


hind him, was the traffic con- 
stable. 

“I can't get into the bus!” 
wailed the conductor. 

“Is he mad?” the policeman 
asked the driver, puzzled. 

“Nonsense!” said the driver, 
and he gave the conductor a 
good push ‘up the steps. 

“OW?” cried the poor conduc- 
tor ashehit some invisible wall. 
“Flave pity!” 

By now, quite a few annoyed 
passengers had come down, and 
‘were trying to push him in. 











The six of us stood there 
gaping at what was happening. 
Actually, it was quite a funny 
sight, the poor man being pulled 
and pushed all at once. 


inally, all gave up, 

stood panting. The co1 

ductor gasped and sat on 
the pavement rubbing his 
hands and his back. 

Suddenly he saw us, and 
his jaw dropped. 

“It’s them,” he cried. 
“They're doing it!” 

“What do you mean, it’s us!” 
cried Aarti quite angry and in- 
dignant. “First you push us out 
of the bus, then say it’s us? How 
dare you?” 

“Forgive me! Please forgive 
mel” cried the poor man, 

“Please get in and don't 
cause anymore trouble! You can 
come for free.” 

T nudged Aarti before she 
could open her mouth again, 
She was really angry. The 
others were simply puzzled. 








Sowereached the park safe 
that day. We had had a comfort- 
able journey (the conductor was 
most respectful and gave us 
seats, though many of the pas- 
sengers grumbled saying, 
“What's all this? What are these 
girls upto? Give us back our 
seats!” etc). 
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‘As we ate lunch, Sonu gig- 
gled suddenly, “Did you see that 
poor fellow's,face when he 
couldn't get into his own bus?” 

We all laughed, but soon, my 
five friends were seriously dis- 
cussing what could have been 
happening to the poor conduc- 
tor. 


In moral-science class — 
Teacher : Tell me, how many of 
‘you wish to go to Heaven? 
Silly Shankar : Not me, miss. 
Mummy asked me to go straight 
home after school 
N. Sumithra, 
Bangalore - 560.001. 


me 


Inclass — 
Raju + Sir, will you lower your 
voice a bit? 
Teacher : Why? 
Raju : You are disturbing my 
sleep, si 

C. Fred Jeffrey, aged 13, 

Martandam - 629 165. 
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“He must have been imagin- 
ing things,” said Sameena. 

“Yes,” laughed Aarti. 
“Maybe he was feeling guilty for 
pushing us off the bus.” 

“Poor chap!” I laughed. 
“Maybe he was being haunted 
by guilt!” 





NITA 





New boss : Why did you leave 
your old job? 
Mittu + Illness, sir. The boss got 
sick of me. 
Deepak B., aged 13., 
‘Hosur - 635 109. 





‘Teacher : Why are you looking 
for America there? That's Asia. 
Ravi : But sir, Columbus too 
looked for India, but discovered 
America 
R.Balashankar, aged 15, 
‘Madras - 600 034. 
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STORY sl] 





he hawk was gliding in 

I ‘the sky. Its sharp eyes 

scanned and searched for 

food in the vast garden seen 
below. 

The white rat sighted a half- 
eaten vada* from the safety of 
its hole, and decided to make a 
dash for it 


‘The snake was quietly lying 
down, hidden in the shadow of 







One 
After 
Another 


a boulder. It was very very 
hungry. 

The eight-year-old prince 
began to cry. While the queen 
tried her best to console him, 
the maid ran into the palace 
kitchen and shouted to the cook, 
“The prince is hungry. Prepare 
‘a bowl of kheer* for him imme- 
diately.” 

And close by, the king’s 
elephant raised its trunk, 
grabbed and pulled at a tender 
coconut from a short tree. The 
prince forgot his hunger for a 
moment. He made a dash 
towards the elephant, and the 
queen could not restrain him. 


“Radhat” she cried to the 
maid. “Catch him quick!” 

Radha hurried to obey her. 
She placed the bowl of kheer on 








the garden bench and rushed 
towards the child. 

It was then. 

—that the rat made its move 
towards the vada. 

— the snake, in a flash, 
coiled around the rodent and 
swallowed it, 

— the hawk, dived down, 
swooping upon the snake. In a 
thrice, it was back in the sky 
gaining altitude, 





The snake twisted and 
turned in the hawk’s grip, But 
in vain. It could not escape from 
its steely talons. But its tireless 
wriggling irritated the bird, 
With its powerful, sharp beak, 
it pecked at the head of the 
snake. 


‘The pain was unbearable, 
and the snake spat out venom, 
‘The drops fell straight into the 


bowl of 
kheer on the 
bench be- 
low. 
The 
maid had 
caught up 
with the 
prince and 
carried him 
back, She 
seated him 
onthebench 
and offered 
the heer. 
‘The prince loved kheer, and 
greedily drank it all up. 


“My goodness!” the poor 
maid pleaded, “I don't know 
how it happened!” 

She was in tears, but 
the king was too angry to 
listen to her entreaties. 

“Ifthe physician had not been 
in the palace at the right mo- 
ment, my son would be dead!” he 
said, “You were responsible for 
the boy's safety, but you failed. I 
sentence you to life-imprison- 
ment!” he declared. 

Radha almost fainted, and 
had to be escorted to prison. 

However, the king and 
queen were sad, for Radha was 
a loyal and faithful woman. 


“My lord!” the queen 
repeated time and again, “She 
must be innocent, I am sure 
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Radha, would not try to kill our 
child! T wonder how it hap- 
pened....2” 

The king too was puzzled. 
He wanted tobe alone to think. 

He ambled around in the 
garden, and finally, lay down 
onabench, This was a different 
bench and was placed beneath 
aneem tree, 

‘The maid, he knew, never 
went out of the palace. 

“How could she have got 
hold of the poison?” he 
wondered, 

He observed a couple of 
hawks soaring about in the sky. 

“Oh hawk! he murmured. 
You can spy snakes on the 
ground from so far above, Can 
you tell me what you saw down, 
below?” 





Then the impossible hap- 
pened. 









Ie 

‘ 
Ie yawned, and plop! Down 
fell a neem fruit straight into 
his mouth! 

It was bitter, and he spat it 
out, 

“How strange! Everything 
happens one after another. You 
open your mouth and some- 
thing falls right into it,” he 
mused, 

‘The very next moment he 
sprang up and shouted for his 
minister. 

“Release the maid,” he 
shouted in joy, and ran inside 
the palace to tell the queen, 
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RAMA IN REAL LIFE 





vacation with my aunt and grandmother at Anna 

Nagar in Madurai. We had some really dramatic 
moments generated by Ashwin, my 1% year-old-cousin, 

One evening, during a stroll, I took Ashwin to a 
departmental store in the opposite corner of the street and 
bought him a chocolate, 
















The next morning, the 
entire block of flats in 
which we lived was thrown 
into disarray. Ashwin had 
vanished into the thin air! 
Finally we found him. And 
guess where! In the 
departmental store, enjoy- 
ing @ chocolate given to 
him by the friendly shop- 
Kooper. 


A fow days later, my 
grandmother and I went to 
the temple early in the 
morning. My aunt went to 
take a bath leaving Ash- 
win playing all by himself 
in the flat. 

Without realizing what 
he was doing, Ashwin began to 
play with the bathroom door 
latch, and bolted it from out- 
side. 


The flat was locked from 
the inside, So nobody from the 
flats next door could come to the 
rescue of my shricking aunt. 
She begged Ashwin to unbolt 
the door as it was time for her 
to go to work. Ashwin too began to cry, not knowing why 
his mother was shouting at him. He began to fumble with 
the bolt once again till at last it was released. 

‘My aunt was released from her lock-up after fifteen 
suspense-filled, thrilling minutes. 

R. Abirami, Std IX, 


Kanchipuram. 
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‘Seven continents of the world are hid- 
den in this grid. Can you spot them? You 


can move in any direction you want. 
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Solution on page 80 











CUT AND POST 


YOUR OPINION 
PLEASE! 


would like your valuable opinion to help us 

make ‘Gokulam’ the magazine you like best! We 
would be very happy to know what you like or do not 
—so please fill in the questionaire on these two pages, 
and post it to us in an envelope. 








fere is a list of the matters we publish in 
I Gokutam’. Put a star (*) in the box beside the 
‘matters you like best, a tick (/) for the ones you feel 
are so —so, and across (X) for the ones you think are 
not good at all. 

If there is any kind of article you do not read at all 
in every issue, please put an ‘N’ in the box 
alongside. 


Editorial (Page 1) — 
Do you use pages 2 and 3 Qa 
(In Gokulam this Month)? Yes/No 


Letter Box 

Viewpoint 

Stories from Different Lands 
Festivals of India 

Stories from our Readers 
Serial (The 13th Window 

in this issue) 

‘Travels through India 

Back to History 

Pages from History 


oooo cocoo 





Are the Penpals’ 


Pages useful? Yes/No 
Picture Stories a 
How would you rate the 


following? — Interesting 
(D, Fair (F) or Boring (B)? 


Recipes 
Jokes 

Puzzle Page 
Maze 

Colour and Keep 
You too can draw! 
Maze 

Puzzle grids 
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Your suggestions ; 





YOU TOO CAN DRAW! 





















































evathi was a chubby 
eight-year-old. She 
studied in the IIT 
standard. She could 
learn by heart, all subjects, in- 
cluding the dates in history and 
the latitudes and longitudes in 
geography. But she had a 
peculiar problem with mathe- 
matics, Try as she might, she 
could not master even the smal- 
lest problem in that subject. 
‘Tho maths text book which was 
full of symbols, problems, for- 
mulae and figures always 
seemed a terror to her little 


Zz, 





MATHEMATICAL 
OBSESSION 


mind. 


I: was November and the 
econd semester examina- 
tions had begun. The first two 
exams were language and his- 
tory, and she was able to per- 
form well in both. The next day 
was her dreaded subject. How 
she feared it! As she returned 
from the history exam, she 
formed a little plot in her mind 
to avoid attending the maths 
exam. So as soon as she went 
home, she pretended she had a 





stomach ache. 


er drama went off very 

well, and produced just 
the required effect. She was 
given warm water, pills, 
dygiene, fruits, ete. When her 
ache did not subside even at 
night, her parents became wor- 
ried. Her mother even slept 
with her that night. 


‘The next morning, all her 
friends went to school as usual. 
But not Revathi. Wild horses 
would not drag her to a maths 
examination hall! She put up 


STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
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such a drama that her parents 
were forced to call a doctor. He 
advised a day's rest. By evening 
her stomach ache seemed to 
have disappeared, Her face be- 
came bright and she began to 
smile. 


lhe next day’s exam was 

biology. She had already 
prepared for this subject and 
was not worried at all. As 
Revathi sat in the verandah of 
her house waiting for her 
father, two of her friends came 
running through the gate. 











Seoing their excited faces, 
Revathi asked, “What's hap- 
bee 





biology tomorrow," cried 
one friend. 

“It's maths! The exam has 
been postponed for tomorrow!” 
said the other. 

Revathi sat down in shock. 

“You should have seen the 
agitation in school today,” her 
friends chattered excitedly. “So 
the exam could not be held.” 

Revathi closed her eyes. 

That dreaded subject again! 
But it had to be faced, 








Rajini Ganapathy, 





ged 14, Cochin - 682 024. 
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t was rain- 
ing heavily 
It rained so 


much that a 
holiday was 


declared at school. Around mid- 
day to the sky cleared, and the 
sun peeped out. Many children 
began to come out of their 
houses to play inthe water. 
Suba and Uday could not resist 
coming out too. 








“Don’t play in the dirty 
water,” their mother warned 
them. You might get some 
ease. Play in a nice dry place. 

But they were in the water 
before she could complete her 
sentence. They made paper 
boats and pushed them into the 
water. What fun! 

Suddenly they heard shout- 
ing. Suba and Uday looked 
around. A few boys were shout- 
ing, dancing and throwing 
stones at something. 

“Wonder what it is,” said 
Suba. “Let’s go and look.” 


if was a piglet. The boys were 
having fun, cruelly teasing 
it. It seemed to have somehow 
got separated from its mother. 
Suba knew that several pigs 
were reared in the huts nearby, 


“[t could belong to one of the 
mother pigs there,” she told 
Uday. 

“See it's bleeding. They've 
hurt it near its mouth,” said 
Uday. 

When Suba saw that, she 
was so angry that she ran for- 
ward. 





doing?” screamed Ud: 

“Tam bringing it home,” said 
Suba. 

“Take home a piglet? Are 
you mad?” cried Uday 

‘The boys torturing the pigs 
were equally angry 

“Hai! leave it!” they cried, 
ButSuba pushed through them. 





“Look!” cried one of the boys 
“A pig is going to help a piglet.” 
The others laughed, but Suba 
ignored all of them. 


“ 





is this you have 
brought home?” her 
1 mother yelled at 
‘A piglet!” 











scolding Suba. 
Suba took the piglet out into the 
garden cleaned its wounds and 
applied some medicine from her 
father's kit (her father was a 
doctor) 

1 shall go and leave it with 
its owner.” She ran out with the 
piglet, before her mother could 
say anything more. 


She be 
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‘That night both daddy and 
mumny scolded Suba. 


“But it is you who asked me 
to be kind to animals”, she 
sobbed, 


“But you cannot go around 
rescuing all the helpless 
animals you see," said her 
father. 

Days passed, 


667 Phere is a letter for you 
from the SPCA", said 
mumny. 

‘3PCA? What is that?” a 
surprised Suba asked her 
mother, 

“SPCA stands for Society for 
Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals", said her mother. 

“Mum! cried Suba when she 
read the letter. “They want me 
to attend their Annual Day 
Celebrations!” 

Everyone was surprised, 

“Why a special invitation to 
Suba alone?” they wondered. 


‘Thebigday came, The whole 

family went to the function. 
After the usual formalities, the 
Chairman spoke, 
6 e all care for animals. 
But this year, we 
came to know that ‘somebody 
has shown a little more than 
just care towards a piglet. Will 
Miss Suba come onto the 
stage?” 

As everybody applauded, 
Suba walked up. 

“As a token of appreciation 
for a kind deed," said the Chai 
man, “I present this special 
badge to her.” 

As they left the function, her 
father asked Suba with a 
twinkle in his eye, “Does this 
mean our house is going to be 
flooded with helpless animals?" 

P.V. Suba Sivaprasad, 
aged’8, 

Nirmala Matriculation 
School, 
Chidambaram. 














Q + Onwhich side does the 
leopard have the most spots? 
A + On the outsid 
R. Saishyam, aged 9, 
Salem. 





bx 
Q : What is the difference| 
between a nurse and a dress- 


cutter? 


‘A : One dresses the cuts| 
and the other cuts up dresses! 
K. Beena, 

Trichy - 16. 
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MY BROTHER 


Do you know my brother? 

He is brighter than a flower, 

He has gleaming black eyes, 
‘That twinkle like stars in the sky. 


He has small plump hands, 

‘That, to those in misery, will always give a hand. 
He has strong tiny feet 

‘That will always walk towards light. 


‘When he flashes a smile 

It is more radiant than a thousand lamps, 
He laughs like a brook 

And, I am sure'll never become a crook. 


When he crawls towards me 
feel that God has come down. 
Do you know my brother? 

He is better than any other. 


C. Preethi, aged 13, 
Cluny Matriculation School, 


ees Salem. 
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emember how the jackal 
R fooled the crow into drop- 
ping its piece of meat by 
praising its voice and asking it 
to sing? 
Well, this is another story of 
the same jackal and crow. 


Orne evening, the crow was 
sitting on the branch of a tree, 
when it saw the jackal trot past 
wearily. It had not forgotten 
how it had been fooled before 





“My friend jackal,” cawed 
the crow. “What's wrong? You 
look so tired and unhappy.” 

The jackal had by now for- 
gotten how it had taken the 
crow for a ride, 

“O dear crow!” it replied. “I 
have not eaten for the past two 
days and I am very hungry. In 
this evening light, I can hardly 
see my way. I feel so faint. I just 
want to crawl into my cave and 
lie down.” 





O h you poor 
thing!" cried the 
crow. “Never 


mind. Today I was 
lucky enough to 
get many pieces of 
meat from the 
nearby village. I 
could not eat them 
all. So I put them 
in a black cloth 
bag and hung 
them on that tree. 
Look!” 

‘The jackal lick- 


ed its lips. 
“Dear jackal,” 
continued the 


crow. “Take all 
that meat. Whatis 
a friend for if not 
to help you in 
times of need? 
Take it! 











‘The jack- 
al at once ran 
and made a 
grab at the 
black bag 
that hung 
from the tree. 
It fell down 
with a thud. 


An ang- 
ry. buzzing 
noise greeted 
him. The 
"black bag’ 
was a bee 
hive! ‘The 
jackal, alas, 
had ' been 
fooled! 











He ran for his life, a trail of 


‘angry bees behind him. 


In the tree behind, the crow 


flapped its wings joyfully. 








GREAT PICNIC IDEAS 











Organize a sandwich Bin. 
with your gang. 

The menu should, cont of 
‘only sandwiches. You can create 
pickle sandwiches, chutney 
sandwiches, different kinds of 
sweet sandwiches, vegetable 
sandwiches, etc, You can vary the 
sizes and shapes of the 
‘sandwiches too. ere 
tlangles, you can make circles, 
stars, lowers... youname il 

















“Caw, caw, caw!” it sang. 


“My poor jackal! Am I your 
friend indeed?” 


KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 


Ina theat 
Ramesh: Excuse me, youare 
sitting in my seat, 
Kishan : Oh, yeah! Can you 
prove it? 
Ramesh : Yes. I left my ico 
cream on it, . 
8, Badhrinath, aged 13, 
‘Madras-600 092. 
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jeju and her friends 
Tanya, Nitu and Ranu 
were playing in the 
empty maidan, It was a Satur- 
day morning and they had no 
school. They were taking turns 
at riding Tanya's eycle. It was 
Ranu’s turn now and Teju who 
had just finished her turn, 
wandered round the 
maidan, singing to her- 
self, 
Onesideofthemaidan 
was fenced. On the other 
side of the fence was a 
small neat house with 








garden full of flowers, From 
where she stood, Teju could see 
someone sitting in the garden. 
She went closer and saw that it 
was an old lady with silver hair 
and green eyes. She was busy 
knitting a sweater. A big black 
cat lay curled up at her feet. 


SOc" smiled the old 
lady. “Come and visit, 
me. [am all alone.” 

‘Teju smiled back, and was 
just about to climb the fence, 
when Tanya shrieked urgently, 
“Teju! Teju! Come back here. 
Quick!” 

Teju ran over to where 
‘Tanya stood, 














“Teju, don't go 
there! Don’t you 
know that old Mrs. 
Choweller is a 
witch?” 

“A witch?” Teju 
asked, astonished, ‘ 
“How do you know 


this, Tanya?” 
“All the others 
say so,” Tanya 


replied, “She lives 
all alone and has 
green eyes. She has 
a big black cat! 
‘They say she collects dolls 
which she uses for her magic 
spells!” 

“Does sho have a magic 
wand?” asked Teju, 

“I, don't know, I suppose she 
has one,” said Tanya, “Be caro- 
ful Teju, and don’t go there if 
she calls you.” 


hat afternoon, at lunch, 

Teju asked her mother, 
“Mummy, is old Mrs. Choweller 
witch?” 

“Don't be silly Teju. OF 
course not. How can you say 


that? Mrs. Choweller is just a. 


lonely old lady. I met her yester- 
day at the market, I like her 
very much.” 

“All the girls say she is a 
witch. Tanya said that she casts 
magic spells on people she does 
not like!” 

“That's nonsense!” said her 
mother, “Don't you believe it, 








‘Tejul She can’t holp it if she has 
green eyes, can she? Some 
people have eyes like that, you 
know." 





he next morning when 
‘eju went to the maidan 
with her friends, she glanced at 
the little house, But there was 
no sign of Mrs, Choweller. The 
big black cat lay sunning him- 
self on the fence. Teju walked 
over to him. Suddenly, she 
heard somebody coughing. She 
stopped and listened, There was 
a pause, and then the coughing 
began again, 

“Tanya! Nitu!” Teju called 
out. “I think Mrs. Choweller is 
ill. Lot us go and see if she needs 
any help!” 

“I am not coming!” Nitu 
replied, “She is a witch!” 





‘Tanya and Ranu too said the 
same. Teju turned and ran 
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oo 
RIDDLE 
Te nas wings, 
But is not a bird 
Ithas a tail, 
But is not a monkey 
It has doors, 
But is not a house. 
What is it? 
N. Guruviah, aged 10, 
Palayamkottai. 
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towards Mrs. Choweller’s 


house. 


Te bigblack cat jumped out 
oftthe way as Teju ran past 
him. Once inside the house, 
‘Teju paused and looked around 
her. She was standing in the 
drawing room. In a huge show- 
case there were rows and rows 
of dolls! Teju reulized that the 
coughing came from the next 
room. She pushed back the cur- 
tain that hung at the door, and 
peeped inside. 

Mrs. Choweller lay on a bed 
in a corner of the room, wheez- 
ing and coughing horribly. Taju 
stared at her. She knew at once 
that old Mrs. Choweller was 
having an attack of asthma. 
Teju's grandfather also had 
similar attacks. 





Mrs. Choweller saw Teju, 
and a look of relic spread over 
her withered face. “Come here, 
little girl,” she gasped. “Bring 
me some pillows, then go and 
fetch the doctor.” 


pju searched the room, and 

found three fluffy pillows. 
She gently arranged the pillows 
behind Mrs. Choweller’s head. 
‘Then she sped away as fast. as 
her leys could carry her. 

“Where are you off to, Teju?” 
Tanya called out. 

“To the doctor! Mrs. 
Choweller is ill!” Teju shouted 
back. 

When Teju came back with 
the doctor, Tanya, Nitu and 
Ranu followed her into Mrs. 
Choweller’s house. While the 
doctor was attending to Mrs. 
Choweller, Teju and her friends 
stared, wide-eyed, at the show- 
case. There were golden haired 
dolls, red headed ones, dolls 
with blue eyes and rosy lips, 
dolls of various sizes and 
shapes. 


Choweller was taken 
0 the hospital in the 
doctor's car. As the car started, 
Mrs. Choweller waved a hand at 
‘Teju, “Thank you!" she cried. 
‘Teju ran home and told her 
mother everything. 
“Good for you Tejul” her 
mother said. “I will take you to 
visit her tomorrow.” 
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The next day, Teju and her 
mother visited Mrs. Choweller. 
They took with them a basket of 
fruits. Teju took her favourite 
doll Ashu, too. 

“Mrs. Choweller collects 
dolls. She will be pleased when 
I give her Ashu,” said Teju, as 
she skipped along. 


M: Choweller was indeed 
Lvery glad to see them. 
Her green eyes lit up with 
pleasure when Teju gave her 
her doll 

“Thank you my dear!” she 
said. “Collecting dolls is my 
favourite hobby. I've travelled 
all round the world when I was 
young. I have collected so many 
dolls from different places. 
Which one do you like most?” 
‘he red-headed one. She 
looks so pretty,” Teju replied. 








at evening = Mrs. 

Choweller sent two big 
parcels toTeju’shouse. The first. 
parcel contained a huge plum 
cake. Teju opened the second 
parcel and out came the red- 
haired doll she had liked so 
much. 

Mrs. Choweller was never 
again lonely. Teju took Tanya, 
Nitu and Ranu to meet her. 
‘After that, they visitedher often 
to eat her cakes and biscuits, 
and to play with her black cat, 
Once, Mrs. Choweller asked 
thom, “Are you not afraid of the 
old witch?” 

The girls looked at the 
gentle face, and the naughty 
twinkle in the green eyes. 

“Oh we are!” cried Teju mis- 
chievously, “We are very 
frightened of the big, bad 
witch!” 





Calcutta - 700 029. 
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ANSWERS oe. 











Page 32 Page 35 
FLYSPY 


BRAIN TWISTER 





Ramu is the fourth son! 1 


HIDE 'nd SEEK 


Page 63 
2 cea Find the Hidden 
. Flow, Continents 


8. Flow, low, lower, owe 
4.Lend, lender, end 

5. Man, manage, age, nag 
6. Quest 








ACTTCAAT A 


What am I saying? 

1, Half a loaf is better than 
no bread. 

2, Faint Heart never won 
fair lady, 

8, Better late than never, 

4, No news is good news, 


Q + What is always behind\, 
time? 
A + The back of a clock! 
Bhavesh R. Doshi, aged 11, 
Himalaya High School, 
Bombay. 
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GREAT PICNIC IDEAS 








Tea Picnic! 


f you live in a block of flats, 

you can have a tea picnic on 
the terrace, when the day has 
become cooler and the sun has 
gone down. 


Arm yourselves with abas- 
ket of colourful mats to sit on, a 
few board games, and tasty 
snacks to eat along with tea and 
fruit juice. 


Your gang will love this 
unique get together, instead 
of the usual ones inside your 
flat. 





Strictly for Mamas! 











But for heaven's sake don't 
lean over the parapet wall or 
play games which require you to 
run about. 

1 


M your gang get 

together and organize a 

pienic for all your mothers. 
Choose a place for the pienic, 


fix a time, and just ask your 
mothers to be there. 





Prepare the kinds of food 
you are sure will turn out well 
(don't try new elaborate dishes 
for they are arisk). Mothers are 
strictly forbidden from helping! 


T am sure they'll relax and 
enjoy themselves, and so will 
the chefs (you) too! 
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ou must of heard of 
Adolf Hitler, the Ger. 
man dictator who 
ly conquered the 
whole of Europe, 
before he was defeated in the 
Second World War. Who was 




















this man who managed to rule 
Germany, and popularize what 
‘as Nazism? 





is know 


Hitter was actually born in 
Austria in 1889. He was the son 
of a custom’s official. In 1907, he 











went to Vienna, the capital, to 
try hishand at becoming an art- 
ist. But he was not successful, 
and lived in poverty for many 
years. At this time, he began to 
develop a hatred towards the 
Jewish community and also 
towards the principles of Karl 
Marx. But he 
was a great 
talker, and this 
skill helped him 











in the later 
yoars, 
He took 


part in the First| 
World War as ‘a 
soldier in the 
German army 
(not in the| 
Austrian one), 
But Germany 
was badly} | 
defeated in this} 
war, and Hitler 
was greatly dis. 
illusioned. He 
joined the Ger- 
man Worker's 
Party, and by 


















the Germans, and that they had 
tobe killed and exterminated, 

His great oratory skills con- 
vineed the German people, and 
made him popular, 


There were many other 
reasons for his popularity. 
The Great De- 
pression of the 
1930s, had af- 
focted’ Germany 

ther badly. 
People were find- 
ing it hard to 
make a living, 
like in all other 
countries of the 
world during 
that period. 

In 1932, 
Hitler’s party, 
the National 
Socialist Party 
(or Nazi for 
|| short) swept into 
power. The Nazis 
soon established 
apolice state and 
set up a wide 
programme for 















1921, he was controlling the 
party itself! 

Hitler hi 
views, which heused politic: 
He believed that the 
people were a ‘nasi 
that they had the first right to 
occupy Burope. fie declared 
that other races like the Jews 
were spoiling the ‘pure’ race of 





1 rather extreme 
ly. 
Jerman 
race’ and 




















the unemployed, Soon, they al- 
most established full-employ- 
ment for the people of Germany. 





‘This is one of the reasons for the 


rise of Hitler and his Nazis. 
Now sure of his people's sup: 
port, Hitler began to annexe 
parts of neighbouring Europe 
— in 1936, he occupied 
Rhineland on the borders of 
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The effects of the 
Nazi invasion still 
linger....... 

















France; in 1938, he annexed 
Austria, and then the whole of 
Czechoslavakia. 


Tk was only when Hitler in- 
vaded Poland, that France and 
Britain declared war on Ger- 
many. Thus began the Second 
World War. 

‘The war continued with Hit- 
ler, Mussolini (a dictator who 
ruled Italy) and the Japanese 
on one side, and the ALLIES - 
Britain, France, the U.S.A. and 
the USSR. on the other. 





Tn 1942, Hitler sent Ger- 
man troops to attack Russia - a 
disastrous move, Soon, Ger- 
many was defeated, and Hitler 
committed suicide on April 30, 
1945, in the war-torn city of 
Berlin, 


‘Answers/Page 28 
Elementary, dear Readers. 


What made Hitler’srule hor- 
rifying, was his racial views. As 
he brought each new country 
under German rule, he ordered 
the Jews residing there to be 
killed, or to be put in concentra- 
tion camps. 


ews fled in huge numbers, 
buta large number faced death at 
‘Nazi hands. The rest of the world 
took a long time to declare wer on 
Germany - and the Jews had no 
one to plead their cause or come to 
their rescue. 

The effects of the Nazi in- 
vasion linger even today. Jews 
who survived it and are still alive, 
remember the horrors they suf! 
fred. 

Itis always good to look back 
into history to examine the mis- 
takes of our civilization. We 
must be determined never to 
repeat them again, : 





Zine, Manganese, Mercury, Bismuth, Cadmium 


FUN WITH NUMBERS 


1.4—Four 2. 97+ 5+3+6+ 


3 4 


ls 
2 
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Name : E, Srikanth 
‘Age: 14 years 

‘Address : No. 771/F, 6th Block, 
Koramangala Layout, 
Bangalore - 560 034, 








Name : DN, Raj Gautham 
‘Age :7 yours 
‘Address So. Dr. D. Nagarajan MS,, 
21-A,SivanSannathi, Nagappatinam, 
Hobbies : Drawing, collecting stamps 
tind coins, eating ice cream, playing 
choas, cricket, watching movies nnd 
travelling, 





Name : Lavanya Nagarajan 
‘Age #19 yours 

‘Address: 16/108, Sulochana, Garodia 
Nagar, Ghatkopay (Bast), 

Bombay - 400077. 

Hobbies : Cycling, karate, dancing, 
reading story books and watching 
fins. 








Name : B. Sudeep 

Age: 11 years 

‘Address : 174/A, Ruabandha (B.S.F) 
Bhilai, Durg (M.P.) Pin : 490 006, 
Hobbies : Stamp collecting, reading 
books, novels and ‘Gokulant’ 





Name: Midhun 
‘Age #11 years 

Address : 245, Sarovilla, Ashok 
Nagar, Housing Board Complex, 
Lawspet, Pondicherry - 605 008. 
Hobbies : Stamp collecting, reading 
stories, watching TV. ete. 


Name Rohini Ramnath 
Age :7 years 

‘Address : 4, Atka Mansion 

254 Sion (West), Bombay - 400 022. 
Hobbies + Drawing, craft, reading 
good books, collecting coins and 
stamps, ete 





Name : Tha, Ramaki 
Age + 18 years 























Address + Cjo. AL, 
Thomas ARD  -15 
Choriyar, Santhanpara 
(Post), Kerala - 685 619. 
Hobbies + Painting, 
atamp collecting, draw: 
ing, electronics, and 
reading Tamil’ and 
English book, 








Name : A, Sowdeswari 


‘Age: 13 years 
‘Address : A-42, Ganesh 
Nagar, Main Road, 


Thirumullaivoyal, 
‘Madras - 600 062. 
Hobbies : Playing erick 
et, badminton, reading| 
books, eyeling’ and col-| 
leeting stamps. 





‘Name : Vasumat) 

Prabhu 
Age #11 yea 
Address : Sanjeovan, 
Old Kent Road, 
Mangalore - 575 001. 
Hobbies + Reading 
'Gokulam’, comics, 
watching movies and car-| 
toons, collecting dolls andl 
playing casio, 





Name : C. Murahari 
Age: 14 years 

‘Addvess + Vijayavani 
Residential School, 
Chowdepalle -517267, 
Ghittoor (Dt) 

Andhra Pradesh, 
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ca 

Hobbies : Playing crick- 
et, volley-ball, tennicoit 
and chess, reading books 
on General Knowledge 
and wars. 





Name:R.Sameona 
Banu 
Age :16 years 
‘Address : 3/14 Peter's 
Colony, Royapettah 
(Opp. New College), 
‘Madras - 600 014. 
Hobbies : Singing, 
‘making friends, watching 
‘Chitrahaar, listening to 
Hindi songs, collecting 
photographs ofactors and 
greeting cards, 





‘Name : Ramya Gopal 
Age : 15 years 
Address : W-594, Park 
Road,  Annanagar 
‘Western Extension, 
‘Madras - 600 101 
Hobbies : Handicrafts, 
listening to musie (Hindi 
and Tamil), reading and 
‘watching movies 











Name :A. Prem Anand 
Age 13 years 
Address + B-1/15, Sra 
floor, Jal Nidhi Housing 
Society, Bangurnagar, 
Goregoan (W), Bombay * 
400 090 

Hobbies + Writing ar 
ticles to ‘Gokulam’, read- 
ing books like ‘Nancy 
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Drew! and ‘Hardy Boys’, collecting 
stamps, playing table-tennis, ete. 


Name : P. Kumar 

‘Age: 14 years 

‘Address : House No. 1-3-280/13, 
‘Vijayanagar Colony, Matmari Road, 
Raiehur -584 101. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps and 
stickers and listening to pop music, 


‘Name: M. Dinesh 
‘Age: 11 years 

‘Address : 11, Azcez Nagar II Street, 
Kodambakkam, Madras - 600 024, 
Hobbies : Writing stories and collect- 
ing stamps, playing games. 





Name : L. Karthik 
‘Age: 12 years 





‘Address : 615, Ist E Cross, 2nd C 
Main, th Block, Koramangala, 
Bangalore - 560.034. 

Hobbies : Reading mystery books, 
‘magic and photography. 





Address : Vindhya B-1, Anushale 
tinagar, Bombay - 400 094. 

Hobbies : Painting, singing, dancing, 
watching movies and collecting. pie- 
tures, 


‘Name : Manju Patade 
Age : 16 years 

Address : Vindhya B-l, Anushake 
tinagar, Bombay - 400 094. 

Hobbies : Playing, singing, dancing, 
watching movies, collecting photos of 
film stars. 








Name : Asha Bhaskar 
‘Age: 14 years 

‘Address : 17, Palat Shankaran Nair 
Road, Lady Madhavan Nair Colony, 
Nungambakkam, Madras - 600 034, 


Name : C. Vijayalaxmi 
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Age: 12 years 
‘Address : 8/2, Pettigrew Street, 
Bangalore - 560 001. 

Hobbies :Readingbooks, playingout- 
door games, eating sweets, ice-cream, 
ete,, cooking and collecting greeting 
cards, 


Name J. Deepa Meenakshi 
‘Age : 10,years 

‘Address :2/12 Anand Flats, 
Naranpura, Ahmedabad - 380 019, 
Hobbies : Readings lot of story books 
and ‘Gokulam’, collecting greeting 
cards, collecting foreign stamps and 
coins, watching’T.V. serials and listen 
ing to Hindi film songs. 






Name: CS. Bhushan 
Age: 10 years 

‘Address : 970/1, Opposite Stephen 
Church, Jalahalli Main Road, 
Bangalore - 560 013. 

Hobbies : Drawing, reading stories, 
painting, collecting stickers and 
labels, playing cricket, ete. 


Name : Rohii 
Age : 13 years 

‘Address : No. 391 ‘Koushik’, Bapuji 
layout, Vijayanagar, 

Bangalore - 560 040. 


iN 





Those of you who have sent 
your name, age, address and 
hobbies to these pages once, 
need not do so again. Many of 
you wonder why your name has 
not been published, and send 
your particularsall over again. 
That is not necessary. 

Ifyou send your postcard to 
these pages today, it will be pub- 
lished only a few months later, 
as our waiting list is long. So 
those of you who feel impatient, 
why don'tyou pick suitablepen- 
pals from the names given here 
and write to them? 








Hobbies: Reading books 
like ‘Gokulam’, “Tinkle’ 
te., painting, listeningto 
‘music and making eraft 
things. 


Name :S. Subramanian 
Age: 1d years 
‘Address: No. 13 Devi 
Nagar Colony, 
Bilathikulam, 
Kozhikode - 673 006 
Hobbies : Cycling, col 
lecting stamps, music, 
watching movies (com-| 





writing my own stories 
and poems, ete. 


Namie : Abid Hussain 
Age: 11 years 

Address : C/o, Sk. Mas: 
than, 35-C (DOS Colony), 
Swarnamukhi Nagar, 
Sullurpet - 524141. 
Hobbies : Collecting’ 
‘stamps and coins. 


Name :G. Rama 
Age: 16 years 

‘Address : 334/A ‘Satya’, 
Marathahally, 
Bangalore - 560 037. 
Hobbies : Playing bas- 
ket-ball, collecting 
posters, watching TV. 
making friends, reading 
books, ete. 
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In the year 1990, the 
earth studied from data 
avallable through satel- 
~ lites, showed that at least 
5 million hectares of forest 
land are destroyed in Asia 











[AROUND THE WORLD.. 
ee 


new ice-cream 
Bombay has a unique record has been made in 
suburban train. What’sso the Limca Book of 


special about it, you may Records (Indian Records). 
ask. Well, the whole train Cha 
is for ladies only. 

" LAS oi 


Rahul Thakore, a four 
year old boy from 
Hyderabad is a photog- 
raphy buff! He is quite 
adept at using his camera, 
has more than 2,000 
photographs in his collec- 
tion, and has displayed his 
skill In four exhibitions in 
Hyderabad! 
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It is the biggest scoop 
ever made in India and 
consists of 3,628 litres of 
ice-cream! 

Itwas prepared and dis- 
played on a field in Marine ee 
Drive in Bombay about a your current hairstyle, i.e, 
month ago. your photograph; and 

your image is 
recorded in the com- 
puter, Next, your face 
is shown on the 
computer screen 
with your current 
hairstyle, as well as 
many others. Now 
you can see for 
yourself how you 
would look with the 
different styles, 
and then choose 
the one you like! 


Annewtechnology 
in hair-styling has 
entered India in a 
beauty parlour 
called ‘The Scis- 
sors Over Comb’ in 
Bombay. 

A computer 
helps you choose 
the right cut for 


your hair. 
First, a video, 
camera record \ ° 





Sh 


[FAMOUS MEN 





en you read The Ad- 
ventures of Tom 
Sawyer, weren't you 
just a little bit jealous of Tom? 
What an exciting life he led! 
And he had a more exciting 


friend too! Huckleberry Finn! 


Wei, Tom’s and Huck’s ad- 
ventures happened really to a 
boy called Sam and his friend, 
who lived in a little town called 
Hannibal, Missouri in America. 
So now you are really curious. 
Who where these lucky boys? 
Especially Sam? Sam, or 
Samuel Langhorne Cl 
was none other than 
‘Twain’ who wrote Tom Sawyer! 






Hannibal was a small, 
sleepy little town. Could 
anybody have adventures here, 
you may ask. Sam and his 
friends made up their ow! 
‘They explored caves and tun- 
nels, and went to all weddings, 
circuses, parades, auctions - in 
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short if anything was happen- 
ing in Hannibal, Sam was sure 
to be around! 

This rather happy life 
changed when Sam's father 
died in 1847, Sam was only 
twelve years old, but he had to 
leave school and go to work, 

He became an apprentice to 
a printer, at the Gazette, a 
newspaper in Hannibal. Mr. 
Ament the owner promised to 
teach Sam how to become a 
printer. In return for the work 
that he did, Mr. Ament would 





give him food, clothes and a periences he had then helped 


place to sleep. 

‘The clothes Mr. Ament gave 
Sam did not fit him at all. They 
were too big. But cheery Sam 


him in his stories. 


Tt is amusing how he chose 
his pen-name. 





worked happily, 
and could make 
everybody who 
worked with him 
laugh. 


Tn 1849, Sam 
went to work for his 
elder brother Orion 
who had bought a 
newspaper to run. 
Once when Orion 
was away, Sam 
wrote a funny inter- 
esting story, drew a 
cartoon for it, and 














published it in the 
paper. ‘That day, the paper sold 
well, but Orion was very angry 
about it. He did not allow Sam 
to do it again, Sam felt that 
people liked such funny inter- 
esting stories. Orion did not 
agree, and later, the paper 
failed, 


Looking for work, Sam 
went to New York, and 
travelled to many other cities as 
well, In 1857, he took a ride 
down the Amazon River in a 
steam boat called the Paul 
Jones. He worked under the 
pilot of the boat. Mr. Bixby, for 
more than four years, The ex- 


‘The men on the boat, while 


measuring the depth of the 
water along the river, could be 
heard shouting, “Quarter 
‘Twain’. or “Half Twain!” or 
“Mark Twain!” 


“Mark Twain" meant that 


the boat was in safe waters. 
‘That's how Sam became ‘Mark 
‘Twain'! 


Samuel Clemens’ other 


great work is ‘The Prince and 
the Pauper’, which was very 
popular. 


He died in 1910, one of the 


best writers America ever had. 
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A FAMOUS PICNIC 


Lewis Carroll wrote ‘Alice in Wonderland’ on 
a boat picnic or rather he made it up as the story 
cameto him, and he wrote it down ata later date. 


Carroll's best friends were children - and 
they pleaded with him to tell them a story. The 
result was ‘Alice in Wonderland’, which later 
became one of the best-loved and well-known 
books of all time. 


And it all began on a picnic! 





A PICNIC TODAY 





A picnic conjures u 
visions of a cool shady spot, 
beneath a tree, preferably 
beside a stream or a lake. 
Around you are more trees, 
birds and butterflies... 
Interesting things to eat, 
and fun games to play. if you 
live in a sea-shore town or 
city, you're lucky. A picnic 
on the beach is ideal - as 
long as it isn’t too crowded. 
ith lesser park areas 
and more crowds, a quiet 
spot is hard to find today. 
So, plenicto us may jus 
mean_a trip to the 
movie theatre, or 
a school excur- 
sion or eating out 
at a restaurant! 
















Tun 


A PICNIC TOMORROW 





So far, we saw two kinds 
of picnics. A third kind is 
something we can let our im- 
aginations run wild on. A 
picnic of the future - and 
many, or rather most of the 
stories of the future (science 
fiction) we read give us a 
rather gloomy view of the 
scene. 

No trees, they say, no 
birds and no butterflies, and 
maybe no oxygen too! So 
what kind of a picnic will itbe 
tomorrow? 

We'll never know till we 
get there, will we? . 











Dear Editor, 


% | partially agree with 8M 
Sreedevi (May '92 issue), But | don't 
‘agree with her when she says, "Half of 

- what we learn proves to be insignificant 
in later ite.” 

This can be decided by one only 
afterhe or she completes his/her educa: 
tion and reaches that later lle. 

But mostly, it depends on the 
Individuals abilty and interest, 

. Karmugitan, 
Bangalore - 57. 





Doar Editor, 


%& | partly agree with B.M 
Sreedevi. In some educational institu: 
tions, the last period is usedto complete 
the day's writing work or homework 
Then the students get enough time to 
play, without boing overloaded with only 
schoolwork, 

Many amandments are to be made 
in the present educational system, An 
easy, practical approach is to be com: 











bined with tun a» uttle more 
freedom, 
Vivek Krishnan, 
Bombay - 400 080, 
Dear Editor, 


%, —Steedevi is viewing education 
‘and competition very differently. When 
Wo aro given the opportunity to study all 
subjects, i helps us find the line that 
Suits us most, Burning midnight oil is 
only necessary if we leave preparation 
tothe eleventh hour, 

Lot's face it, Education is a must, So 
\why not make it more interesting instead 
‘of mooning over it? 

Satya Geetha, aged 14, 
Bangalore - 560055. 








Dear Editor, 


%. agree with Sreedevi, Education 

today overburdens the child's intellect. It 
certainly has become very competoti 

‘and many people think marks are every: 

thing. 

Mousumi$., aged 13, 

Clarence High School, 

Bangalore - 560.033, 


Dear Editor, 
regret to say that S. Pradeep’s 
views (June '92 issue) are not worthy of 
consideration. His letter was most out 
rageous. 

It girls can shed crocodile tears (ac- 
cording to him) | myself have seen boys 
crying for petty issues. 
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Moreover, for Subramani's and 
Pradeep's kind information, S. Naxali 
had it the nail on the head. 

Would they please go through 
Naxali’s letter carefully? 

‘lend my letter with arequest-please 
learn to see things trom others’ point of 
view too, Do not blindly present your 
views, 








P.V, Janaki, aged 16, 
Balalok Matriculation H.S. 
Madras. 
Dear Editor, 
& | completely disagree with 


Pradeep, He refuses to see the issue 
beyond its outward appearances. As 
Radhika says, Girls cannot be boys and 
vice versa’ - can a boy know what itis to 





very badly, Pradeep has had experien- 
cos with teachers who are good, and 
has allowed himself to be prejudiced. 
B. Anuradha, aged 
Bangalore - §60075. 











Dear Editor, 


Seems tike A. Subramani's letter 
has got 'Gokulam’ readers buzzing with 
diferent opinions. | feel that it| were a 
boy, | would have agreed with him and 
would have disagreed withthe gis, and 
vice versa, That's what the readers 
‘seem to be doing anyway! 


Girls are the ones who are always 
experiencing the disadvantages of 


‘equality. ‘Gokulam’ readers who 

boys, seem to say that boys are 

punished more. But gils also receive as 

much punishment as boys do today, | 

have more than 1000 of my pals who are 

studying with me, both boys and girls, 
who'll agree with me. 

R. Kavitha, aged 14, 

Alvernia Matric School, 

Coimbatore - 45, 





Dear Editor, 
| completely disagree with S. 
Pradeep (June'92 issue). How could he 
be so sure that girls produce only 
crocodile tears? Moreover most gis 
are notas strong and sturdy as the boys 
to withstand any severe punishment, 
Besides, nowadays many schools do 
‘ot show partiality to gis 
‘Triyakshana Venkatraman, 
aged 12, 
Colmbatore - 641 034, 


Dear Editor, 
| am not a regular reader of 
‘Gokulam’; but | came across the June 
Issue recently. . 

| was nat very happy to S00 the cover 
‘page. Do you mean to convey that men 
‘are good for nothing? You have shown 
‘aman with a towel on his shoulder as i 
he has just then completed his 
household chores; while the woman is 











oy 
he, 


riding a Kinetic Honda. it should have 
been vice versa according to me. 

‘Saajan N., aged 10, 

Bapuji Memorial School, 

Bangalore - 560042. 


We beg to disagree, Saajan. There 
is nothing wrong in doing household 
chores - it does not make anybody less 
important or useless. 


‘Do you agree, readers? Ed, 
Dear Editor, 
| completely disagree with G. 


‘Sowmya (June ‘92 issue) that history is 
not useful, History is an important part 
of our future because the future too is 
going to be history one day. 





V.K. Anirudh, aged 13, 
Madras - 11. 

Dear Editor, 
This is with reference to CV. 


Gaayathr's letter (June 82 issue) about 
the invigilators who expect students to 
reproduce the exact substance of the 
text books in thei answer papers. 

1 do agree with her that this type of 
system will surely not improve one’s in- 





telligence. itis only when we write in our 

‘own styles that we can improve our in- 

teligence, and our fluency in talking and 
writing. 

K.J. Shankar, aged 14, 

Chittoor - 517 001. 


Dear Editor, 

© __Icannotagroe with, Sowmya’s 
letter (June ‘92 issue), What is History? 
{tis the *miror ofthe past’. Without that 
mirror we cannot see our ancient faces 
clearly. The discovery of ancient Indias 
fundamental for today’s scientific 
Progress. 





P. Ganesh, aged 1 
Madras - 19. 





Dear Editor, 


© My letter is a reply to Remya 
letter (June 92 issue). agree complet 
ly with her. English should be the la 
guage, in which we should receive 
‘education. We can learn the other lan- 
‘guages as second or thd languages. 
Deepak Ram, 
Bangalore - 560071. 









Dear Editor, 
This is with reference to Remya 
Krishnan’s letter. | agree with Remya 
that every school must have English as 
the medium of instruction. We should 
then lean our mother tongues too, They 
‘are.a useful and important part of our 
‘cultural heritage. 
Gautham K,, aged 12, 
Hosur - 635 009, 


en 
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Hey Kids! Jon the Maggi Club and enter the 
‘Maggi World of Adventure! 
Just cut out this. “tom the trnt face of 
'§omply packs of Maggi Noodles and send 
them fo us for each free git of your choice In 
6-8 weeks, you will receive you fun-filled 
exciting git from the Maggi Club, 
Remember to send us your name, address and 
date of bith along with your choice of gi. I you 
‘are already a Clubber, send us your 
‘membership number as well. you're nota 
Maggi Clubber yet, this is your chance! Just ask 
for membership when you send us the above. 
details. And we'll send you a free Maggi Club 
Membership card along with your git! 


Our address is 
‘MAGGI CLUB 

P.O. Box 5788 New Delhi-110 058. 

clad the MAGGI BIRDHOUSE yet, do x0 now! 








